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fate than being uselessly employed on one so steeled to abuse as myself. O king! I hope that you will be sufficiently occupied till the 28th with the " Morte d'Arthur." I send Keightley's Fairy Legends and the other books, which it shall be my care to despatch to you to-morrow; Kemble (Anglo-Saxon Lectiwer to the University) sends you to fill up your leisure hours a folio
Saxo-Grammaticus.......to be jammed into the bowl of your pipe.
Matters are going on here much as usual. I have just written by Peacock's desire to Blakesley to tell him to come here and be a lecturer, a summons which there is no doubt he will obey. Sterling is here still, and is to be at the yearly dinner* which takes place among "mankind," and which will come to pass on Monday next. Spedding, Alford, Donne, the two Parishes and Pickering are expected; so much for eating. I have read Wilhelm Meister for the first time, with which I find as many faults and beauties as every one does. What think you of that y\vKV7T(,Kpov performance ? there is another question to burthen your soul with unanswered. If your health is proposed I shall oppose it on the ground of your having been an unworthy member of the Society!! I hope that you will not be able to decipher this scrawl, and so write to ask what it is about I shall send the books to-morrow; you ought to know when to send for them.
Thine ever,
S. E. SPRING RICE.
From J. M. Kemble.
CAMBRIDGE, November, 1833. DEAREST ALFRED,
I write you a line or two by this parcel to tell you what I know is no news to you, that I love you heartily and wish you were with us. There is little stirring here save that we all look with interest for news from you ; I wish you could come and dine with the Apostles on Monday next: I am not sure
1 The " Apostles'" dinner.